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capable of said that ha believed evil demons had power then. lu his home alone he found happiness, affection, and a refuge from contact with the world.
One evening when Virginia was singing she ruptured a blood-Yessel; her life was despaired of, and although she partially recovered it was only to sink again and again. The sick-bed was now the centre of the secluded home. " She could not bear the slightest exposure," writes Mr. Harris, "andneeded the utmost care; and all those conveniences as to apartment and stirrovmdmgs which are so important in the case of an invalid were almost matters of life and death to her. And yet the room where slie lay for weeks, hardly able to breathe, except as she was fanned, was a little place with the ceiling so low over the narrow bed that her head almost touched" it. But no one dared to speak, Mr. POD Was so-sensitive and'imtable;' 'quick as steel and flint,' said one who knew him in those days. And lie would not allow a word1 about the danger of her dying; the mention of it drove him wild."l Mr. Graham also tells how he saw Poe hovering around the couch with fond fear and tender anxiety, shuddering visibly at her slightest cough ; and he continues, " I rode out one summer evening with them, and the reinembrance of his watchful eyes, eagerly bent upon the slightest change of hue in that loved face, haunts me yet as the memory of a sad strain." 2
1 Hearth find Home.    Qnoleil by Ingram, i. 223, 224. 3 Worts, i. scvii.ted in lugmm, i. 221.d, xciv., xcv.
